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One hot afternoon I was taken down to the
Grand Harbour, put on a ferry, and taken across
to the Borgo where the Knights first lived when they
came to the island* It now consists of a maze of
narrow streets, hot, airless, and somewhat smelly.
In one of these was a large building, whose exterior
gave no clue to the interest which lay within*
This was the Inquisitor's palace, and a grim place
it turned out to be* Whilst being shown over the
great rooms, and wandering down the numerous
passages, even I could sense the horrors of the past,
for here lived what were a part of the most intolerant
set of people the world has ever known*
The Knights of St* John, who were always at
loggerheads with someone or other, had a more
than visually bitter row with the Bishop of Malta,
with the result that the Pope in Rome sent over an In-
quisitor to arbitrate* He took up his residence in
this palace and became a veritable Old Man of the
Sea to the Order ; a continual torment to them*
Not only did this man try to interfere with the
administration of the Knights, but, what was far
worse, he reported to Rome all the shortcomings
and private scandals of the Order, and there were
many* He gradually became, in fact, something